IV

THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE

MEN, awaking next morning, turned over and began
gathering their minds with difficulty towards the
accustomed tasks; and suddenly they remembered. Caesar
was dead, and nothing was settled. The voice was stopped,
and now there was only silence. The tasks, the routine
existence of each man seemed drably unfamiliar, disturbed
and disturbing. Those who were free, lay abed, and grasped
their wives, not from desire, but from the desperate wish to
hide; and the wives closed their eyes and held fast to the
bed-frame, for they too were frightened.

On the Capitol, the Liberators, who had slept in beds
hastily prepared from rushes and mattresses, were sick and
depressed. Their bones were sore, and the morning was
cold. The gladiators, who had camped in one of the small
groves near the Tarpeian Steps, were stamping about,
wondering if they would get a chance to cut throats and be
praised for it; and they and the freedmen, who had emerged
from the opposite grove, were starting fires. A breakfast of
porridge, bread, honey, and watered wine was shared out.
Decimus Brutus had taken charge of the Commissariat last
evening and sent down some slaves to collect food; which
had been done after some doors were knocked down- The
shaking shopkeepers had produced the goods and then starad
incredulously at the proffered coins. But the word had got
round that pillaging was begun; and before dawn some
hungry proletarians had sacked a few bakeries in the Subura.

All through the night the messengers from the Capitol and -
the house of Antonius on the Carinae had been threading
the streets, occasionally blundering into one another and
brawling.   With dawn Lepidus sent men still further afield.
All the veterans in Rome or the vicinity were to be warned;